represent two kinds of theater so completely removed from each other that it's hard to imagine both were created by white, secular, middle-class, first-world culture at the same moment of flood, famine, corruption, financial collapse, war, and threats of war.
The Fringe Festival theaters want to convince their potential spectators that the outside world and its catastrophes won't exist for an hour or two if they buy tickets.
Their PR hysterically insists that performances are "wacky," "manic," or "zany," anxiously reassures us that "this dirty show is good clean fun . . . there is no nudity or fourletter words," tries to soothe us with a play about "the relevance of trivia in the post 9/11 world," exhorts us to "come for the Boobs! Stay for the Boobs!"
The works themselves may be more artful, more serious, or smarter than this, and the releases (written by the theaters) may simply reflect a profound contempt for Sometimes Europe learns from America, sometimes we can learn from Europe. This is one of the latter times. Our homage to Jan Kott, however, can remind us of yet another few years, when American theater and the rest of the world were intertwined in many ways and influence ran in several directions -when if we met the booboisie, it wasn't us.
-Erika Munk
up front
